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ITENDERFOOT TREASURE 

r A Gabby Hayes Tall Tale 


O NE MORNING, some of the boys who had 
been out rounding up strays happened 
to stop by at Sourdough Jake’s cabin up on 
Buzzard’s Creek. And there was old Sour¬ 
dough lying on his bunk plumb dead, but no 
sign of foul play. He was one hundred and 
seven years old and nobody ever did find out 
rightly what he died of. 

Now there’s no need for any of you to get 
out your bandanas and take to weeping because 
Old Jake wouldn’t have wanted anybody to be 
bettering and carrying on about him. He was a 
great one for fun and laughter and playing 
jokes on people. In fact, he played a big joke 
on the whole town of Rawhide even after he 
was dead. That’s what I aim to tell you about. 

Seems like Jake had written out a note that 
was a cross between a will and a clue to a secret 
treasure. He painted that note in big letters all 
across one wall of his shack. I can remember 
what it said as plain as the whiskers on my 

To Everybody That’s Interested: 

I have hid my nest egg where you birds 
will never find it if you dig till you come 
to China. But since I haven’t got any kin¬ 
folk, I hereby will my gold to whoever 
does find it. Reckon a lot of you lazy 
varmints will work up a big sweat for 
nothing, but it won’t do you a lick of harm, 
my fine, feathered friends. 

He signed it, and then he added a PS: 
There’s plenty of clues in the above, but 
I reckon none of you bird brains will be 
able to figure them out. 

Well, of course, practically everybody in 
Rawhide and surrounding parts started treas¬ 
ure hunting up on Buzzard’s Creek. They dug 
enough holes all around Jake’s cabin to house 
every gopher that ever lived. They tore up the 
planks in Jake’s floor and pulled the bricks out 
of his fireplace. And my friend. Bodkins, near¬ 
ly got himself drowned when he got a notion 


that maybe the stuff was hidden at the bottom 
of the well. But nobody found a nickel. 

This was mighty discouraging, for it was 
generally known that the old prospector had 
made some good strikes in his time and they 
figured he had a heap of gold cached away 
somewhere. But as the days went by and the 
diggers and hunters got nothing but lame 
backs and blisters on their hands, they began 
to give up one by one. In less than a month 
everybody had given up, and the only time 
the thing was mentioned would be when one or 
another would smile kind of crooked and say, 
“Wasn’t that some joke old Sourdough Jake 
played on all of us? I bet he's laughing fit to 
bust, wherever he is now.” 

’Most a year had gone by when one of these 
here dudes — a feller that answered to the 
handle of Chauncey Vestbutton — came out 
from the east to put up at the Bar Nothing 
Ranch for a time. Now I, personally, don’t 
much hanker to have these here tenderfoots 
boarding at the ranch house. I’ve got nothing 
agin’ them personally, but a greenhorn on a 
ranch is always getting in the way or getting 
himself hurt and slowing up the work, gener¬ 
ally. 

But Aunt Hester loves to have them fancy- 
talking fellers hanging around and she can gab 
with them by the hour. She says they add a 
note of culture to the raw frontier. So that’s 
why we had to put up with Chauncey Vest- 
button. 

I will describe him. He was a thin, pale fel¬ 
low with a long nose and high cheek bones. He 
had on one of those eastern hats that looks like 
a soup bowl turned upside down and the rest 
of his clothes were about as silly. 

Work was slack both on the ranches and in 
Rawhide, so the loafers had plenty of time to 
think up ways to haze poor old Chauncey. One 
bunch promised to teach him how to shoot 
snipes. They made him stand with his back to 
the horse trough and showed him how to aim 
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a double-barrelled shotgun with a triple load 
of powder into it. Then somebody hollered, 
“There’s a snipe, Chauncey! Pull the trigger, 
quick!” 

BOOM! Old Chaunce pulled the trigger, all 
right, and that gun kicked him backwards into 
the horse trough and soaked him with water 
from top-knot to toe nail. The loafers all 
laughed like blame fools. Chauncey crawled 
out, bruised and dripping, and said solemnly, 
“I guess I’ll have to have a bit more practise 

Then the loafers howled some more, and 
thought up further devilment. They went 
through all the usual mean things like getting 
him thrown off a bucking horse and handing 
him the wrong end of a branding iron. They 
even got a ‘wild’ Indian to threaten to scalp 

Now the reason I didn’t put a stop to the 
hazing was I thought Chauncey was one of 
these rich whipper-snappers who needed some 
pummeling around for the good of his soul. 
You could’ve knocked me over with a feather 
when he came to me one day and in that polite 
voice of his said, “Mr. Hayes, I would like to 

I told him I thought he was joking. Why 
would a rich man like him want a job? And he 
said he wasn’t rich at all, that he had worked 
as a clerk back east and had used up all his 
life’s savings to come west for his health. He 
said he didn’t have much experience on a ranch, 
but he knew he could get the hang of it in due 

Shucks, I felt real sorry for him. He was the 
sort of chap who wouldn’t ever make a cowboy 
if he worked at it for a thousand years. But 
he was so earnest and serious I just couldn’t 
turn him down flit, so I said, “This is kind of 
sudden and you better give me a couple of 
days to think it over.” He thanked me and 
tipped his soup bowl hat. My, but he looked 

Some of the boys hollered for him to come 


pedition and they had a big surprise all ready 
for him. They rode away and I began putting 
my brain to Chauncey’s problem. Every way 
I looked it seemed like there was no solution 
except for him to go back east and start clerk¬ 
ing again. 

But those loafers didn’t have any pity. The 
scheme they had thought up was to take Chaun¬ 
cey out to Sourdough Jake’s old cabin and 
show him that message on the wall. Then 
they’d hand Chaunce a pick and shovel and 
watch him dig till he dropped. 

They had just riddenup in front of the cabin 
when one of the jokers thought he’d find out 
if Lady Mush, the horse Chauncey was riding, 
had enough spunk in her for one more buck. He 
dug his spur into her and the old mare was so 
shocked she jumped about ten feet, straight 
up! And Chauncey went flying up out of the 
saddle even higher and landed in the crotch of 
an old oak tree. The jokers were all laughing 
so hard they didn’t hear what Chauncey was 
saying at first. When they did hear, they all 
stopped laughing and some started crying. 
Chaunce was yelling, “Boys, I’ve found gold! 
A heap of gold! Hid in the crotch of this tree!” 

Chauncey Vestbutton, the greenhorn, tender¬ 
foot dude from the east, had found Jake’s 
cache that all the smart hombres had over¬ 
looked ! 

A ND you know, when you come to look 
back at it. Old Jake had put in plenty 
of clues to tell that the treasure was up a 
tree. Like he called it “nest egg” and said 
“you birds” and “fine-feathered friends.” He 
even said, “You’ll never find it if you dig” 
I reckon I was the only one smart enough to 
figure out them clues, but of course, I didn’t 
need the money! 

THE END 
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A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS... 
the big, new 144-page book 








All veteran model builders know 
Cal Smith as one of the country's 
leading authorities on model building. 

As a writer, designer, illustrator and 
winning contestant. Cal Smith packs over 

most complete book of its type ever published. 

His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to all 

beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 

approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 

book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures and 

hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 

in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING .. .today! 


at your local newsstand 75< 
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